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The Life and Death 

€ar. That honourable day fhall ne’re be feene* 

Many a time hath banifh’d Norfolk fought 
For Iefu Chrift,in glorious Chriftian field 
Streaming the Enfigne of the Chriftian CrofTe 
Againft blacke Pagans, Turkes, and Saracens: 

And toy I’d with workesof warre, retyr’d himfelfe 

To Italy , and there at Venice gave 

His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth, 

And his pure foule unto his Captaine Chrift, 

Vnder whole Colours he had fought fo long* 

Bui. Why Bifhop, \%Norfor\e dead ? 

Carl. Asfureas I live my Lord. 

^ Bui . Sweet peace condudf his fweet foule 
To the Bofome of good old Abraham. 

Lords Appealants , your differences fhall all reft under 
Till wcafligne youtoyourdayes of Tryall. (gage. 
Enter Torke. 

lorhe. Great Duke of Lancafter, I come to thee 
From Plume-pluckt Richard, who with willing foule 
Adoptsthee Heire, and his high Scepter ycelds 
To the pofleffion of thy Royall Hand. 

Afcend his Throne, defending now from him. 

And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth, 

Bui. In Gods Name, Ileafcend the Regall throne, 
Carl. Mary, Heaven forbid* 

VVorft in this Royall Prefence may I fpeake. 

Yet beft befeeming me tofpeake the truth. 

Would God, that any in this Noble Prefence 
Were enough Noble to be upright Iudge 
Of Noble Richard ., then true Noblenetie would 
learne him forbearance from fo foule a Wrong. 

W hat fubj'ed can give /entence on his King ? 

And who fits here, that is not Richards fubjeii ? 

Theeves are not judg d,but they are by to heare 
Although apparant guilt be feene in them : 

And fhall the figure of Gods Ma/efty, r- 
His Captaine, fteward. Deputy e!e&, 

Anoynted, Crown’d and planted many yea res. 


of Richard the feconi. 

Be judg’d by fub/e<fts,and inferior breath,’ 

And hehimfelfe not prefent ? Oh, forbid ,it God, 

That in a Chriftian Climate , foules refinde 
Should fhew fo heynous, blacke, obfcene a deed. 

I fpeake to fubjedls, and a fubjeft fpeakes, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven, thus boldly for his King. 

My Lord of here, whom you call King, . x 

Is a foule Traytor to prowd Herefords King. 

And if you Crowne him,let me prophecy, 

The blood ofEngliih fhall manure the ground. 

And future ages groane for his foule Ad. 

Peace fhall goe fleepe with Turkes and Infidels, 

And in this Seat of Peace, tumultuous Warres 

Shall Kinne with Kinne, and Kinde with Kindc confound , 

Diforder,Horror,Feare,and Mutiny 

Shall here inhabiteand this Land be call’d 

The field ofGoIgotha, and dead mens fculls. 

Oh, if you reare this Houfe againft this Houfe 
It will the wcful left Divifion prove. 

That ever fell upon thiscurfed Earth* 

Preventit , refift it , letit not be fo, 

LeaftChild, Childs Children cry againft you, VVoc. 

N, orth.Wdl have you argu’d Sir : and for your paines, 
Of Capitall Treaion we arreft you here. 

My Lord of Weftminfter,be it your charge, 
Tokeepehimfafely.till his day of Tryall. 

May it pleafeyou , Lords, to grant the Commons Suit? 

A#//.Fetch hither R ichardyh&t in common view 
He may furrender : fo we fhall proceede 
VVithout iufpition. 

1 or. I will be his Condiuft. Exit. 

Bull. Lords, you that here are under our Arreft, 

Procure your Sureties for yourDayes of Anlwer ; 

Little are we beholding to your Love, 

And little look’d for at your helping Hands : 

Enter Richard andTorke. 

Itch. Alack, why am I font for to a King, 

Before I have fhooke off the Regall thoughts 

H 2 Where-; 




